CHAPTER XVI

The Last Expedition (continued)
WINTER QUARTERS

The more I get to know of Dr. Wilson, the more I see
that he was a man to love whom was indeed a liberal educa-
tion, and to be loved by whom was to enter a little circle
of the elect.

A. A. MILNE.

Depot Journey had been a gruelling
experience in more ways than one, and
the enforced imprisonment at Hut Point
which succeeded it, with its reeking atmosphere of
greasy soot, blood and blubber, must have been
akin to the barbaric existence of primeval man.
Perhaps the best indication of what the life was
really like is the fact that the first man who met
the returning party at Gape Evans failed to recog-
nize them at once, believing them to be strangers
of the Norwegian Expedition. In the comparative
comfort of the Hut at Gape Evans a few days later
Scott wrote:

I do not think that there can be any life quite so
demonstrative of character as that which we had on
these expeditions. One sees a remarkable reassortment
of values. Under ordinary conditions it is so easy to
carry a point with a little bounce; seJJF-assertion is a
mask which covers many a weakness. As a rule we have
neither the time nor the desire to look beneath it, and so
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